A thunderhead blocked the river canyon to the south. A sign on a tree arranged the large mouth, In that dumb way we strayed up close and thought it normal to see those grandmas and grandpas shocked by currents, eddies, and wind.
On a day we had commanded to be mild, my friend asked for a blessing, and I gave it. She said, Tell me it wasn't a child.
What a fate?to stand later on a bluff and watch the meandering river take, among the stones, that narrow way.
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